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Author's Notes: 

In true Sgt Leppard fashion, most of this was written at the last minute. l'm not used to writing tense 
situations, but | think | did fairly well here. This wasn't meant to be a sequel to anything, but it ended up 
becoming one for Escape From Reality, though you don't need to read it first to understand what's going on 
here. Enjoy! 


Sav didn't rightly know what was going on with Steve lately. He'd been argumentative and rather standoffish, 
which Sav didn't appreciate. He tried to get him to talk about it, but voices got raised, incendiary words were 
spoken, one thing had led to another and the pair hadn't spoken for a few days now. He sorely wished Steve 
would pull his head out of his ass and stop bottling things up in whatever liquor bottle he was lost in this 
week 


He glanced over at where Steve was shape-throwing at the other end of the round stage. This was so much 

his element, and yet no fan in attendance seemed to know something was bothering him. Isn't that always the 
way? They don't really know what goes on behind the scenes unless it hits the papers. So far, no one was any 
the wiser about his drinking issues, the band had made sure of that. Steve was in enough of a spotlight as it 


is, playing guitar for arguably one of the most popular rock bands in the past couple of years. He didn't need 


the extra scrutiny from the press about a rather private matter. 

His mind was made up earlier that day that he would find the time to pull Steve aside and try again to get him 
to open up. Maybe it would put an end to the awkward silences that were occurring between them in the past 
few days. They never had awkward silences. 

As the thought crossed his mind, the final song in their encore came to its climactic end, but as the last 
notes blasted out of the amps, Steve yanked off his guitar and promptly smashed it on the stage, destroying 
the beloved instrument to pieces much to the delight of those watching. What the helll? Oh he was definitely 
going to find time to talk to him alright: right when they get off the stage and the fans had left. 


Let them think he was indulging in some idol imitation flight of fancy. Sav was going to give Steve a right 
bollocking for that stunt. 


The band took their bows and went under the stage, waiting for the fans to file out before they could leave 
for the showers. Knowing his habits, Sav easily tracked Steve to an out of the way corner where he wouldn't 
be disturbed. Good. Approaching the guitarist, he could see the red cup in his hand, no doubt filled with his 
liquor of the week He grabbed his arm and turned him around, some of the alcohol spilling out. "What the hell 
was that!?" he hissed 


Steve looked rightly annoyed. "Did you have to grab me like that!?" 


Sav was not having this argumentative attitude today. "What was that!?" he repeated. "Is there a reason you 
went all Pete Townsend out there!?" 


Steve scoffed, "Why do you care?" 


Excuse me? Sav blinked. "We've been close mates for ten years, partners for almost seven, and you dare ask 


why do | carel?" 

"There you go again" 

"There / gol?" 

"What the hell is your problem!?" 

"| should ask you that with the way you're on about!" 
"The way /m on about?" 


"| shouldn't have to chase after you trying to get you to talk to me! Or do you have to fuck off to some 


faerie's ass village and have me hunt you down a week later just to get you to open up!?" 


That took Steve aback. They both remembered when Steve had taken advantage of a two week break in their 
tour schedule last year to run off to a quiet village for a mental health break, failing to notify his mates in 
the process. It had taken them a week to figure out where he was and some gentle prompting from Sav to 


reveal what was wrong. 


He ran away from his problems instead of addressing them and talking with his partner about it. And now it 


was happening again. 
"Do | need to repeat myself?" Sav's eyes were glistening with unshed tears. 


Steve sighed and deflated. "N-no.. Sav, I'm so sorry, l." He sniffed, staring down into his cup. He knew the 
beginning of a scolding when he heard it. 


Sav was ready to lay into him with even more to say, but stopped short as he spotted a slight tremble in 
Steve's hands that threatened to increase in intensity with each passing second. Maybe a bollocking was a bad 
idea. He reached up and gently pried the cup away from Steve, setting it down on an equipment box, then pulled 
the guitarist in close, feeling his shoulders shake with silent sobs. He hated seeing Steve like this, and he 
surmised Steve knew that. Maybe that was why he resorted to arguing and pushing Sav away the way he was. 
The only way to know would be if Steve finally said something. 


A throat being cleared drew their attention to the edge of the corner they were hidden behind. Joe had only 
needed one look at their faces to know this was not a good time. "Sorry, um," he started softly. "Arena's 


cleared out so we're gonna go shower. Do you two.. need a minute or..2" 

Sniffing, Sav nodded. "Yeah, mate. We'll- we'll catch up later." 

"Alright" Joe gave both his mates a soft shoulder squeeze before leaving them to talk in peace. 

The understage area was empty, and excepting equipment being dismantled around them, it was quiet. It didn't 
necessarily mean it was private for the platform walls were on the thinner end, but neither man felt like 
migrating somewhere else to avoid being overheard. Not like it mattered anyway. Sav pulled up a second 
equipment box for the pair to sit upon 


Better to get right to the point. "What's wrong, Steve?" He didn't repeat the need to be honest like last time. 


Steve took a deep breath and was silent for a time. Sav waited patiently, knowing whatever was on his lover's 
mind couldn't be easy to talk about, and rushing would get him nowhere. When he finally answered, it was so 


soft Sav almost missed it. "Its my dad." 


Oh no. This was not going to end well. "What happened?" 


Steve shrugged, wringing his hands together rather roughly. "Same shit, different day." The elder Clark's 
assholery was well established in the Leppard circle and none of them liked him. Even Pete had wanted to deck 


him and he wasn't even in the band anymore. 


The problem was, for all the putting down Steve suffered through, he still loved his dad. It made things that 
much harder for him. Steve tried and tried and tried so hard, worked musical magic every single day, blew 
expectations out of the water, all to one day hear his dad utter those four elusive words: "I'm proud of you." 
Sav sorely wished Steve would see it was a lost cause and move on with his life. Then again, part of him 


thought Steve already knew that, but kept trying nonetheless. 


It was a vicious cycle. Try for praise, get put down, drink himself stupid, repeat ad infinitum. At this point, Sav 
was beginning to think it wasn't rehab Steve needed, but therapy. 


"I called the other day," Steve continued. "Hoped Mum would pick up.” A huff. "I suppose that's what | get for 
hoping." 


"What'd he say?" 

"Nothing he hasn't said already. The fame won't last. Should've got a real job. Why haven't | found a good 
English lass to marry yet. | dare not come out to him.." He went to reach for the liquor still sitting on the 
other box, but stopped short, instead letting his hand drop back onto his thigh. He sighed. "I don't know what to 
do." 


Sav reached down and took Steve's hand in his, giving it a gentle squeeze. "I might have an idea, but we can talk 


about that later if you'd like." 


A soft smile began to grace Steve's lips. "Yeah. I'd like that." The smile quickly faded. "Sav, I'm really sorry. | 
shouldn't have behaved that way towards you. You didn't deserve that" 


Another gentle squeeze. "| shouldn't have yelled at you, and you certainly didn't deserve that," Sav replied. "I'm 
sorry too." He pulled Steve towards him, gently kissing the top of his head. "I just wish you wouldn't hold these 
things in" 

"You have enough on your plate as it is. | don't want to add to it." 


‘It's not fair if l'm the one constantly pouring my heart out and you don't get To.” 


Steve chuckled softly. A well missed sound. "| guess not." It was Steve's turn to squeeze Sav's hand as he 


leaned against him. "I promise I'll be more open" 
Sav similarly leaned against the guitarist. "Does that include your Pete Townsend stunt?" 


Ah. "I thought it would help blow off some frustration" 


"Did it work?" 

Steve shook his head. "And now l'm down a guitar." 

‘I'm sure it can be fixed," Sav said, nuzzling Steve's hair. "If not, I'll get you a new one." 

The man owned dozens of guitars already, but the thought counted most. Steve smiled. "I appreciate that, love." 
They remained like this for several minutes, not a word further spoken. The silence was comfortable, the kind 
Sav had longed for these past few days. It gave him hope that things could be worked out. They sorely needed 
to be. 


"You reek." 


Sav snorted at the sudden comment. "You don't smell of roses yourself” Not after that thunderous show. 


"Shall we shower?" 


Steve nodded, getting up and pulling Sav to his feet. "Perhaps a little." He tilted his head playfully, a lopsided 


grin forming. "Extra?" 

Sav found himself grinning as well, gently tugging at Steve's belt. "Perhaps. If you behave." 
"Maybe." 

"Only maybe?" 

‘It's not fun if there's not a little disobedience." 

"Naughty naughty." 

Steve's grin widened as he led the way out from under the stage. Naughty indeed. 


It wouldn't be until hours later that Sav realised Steve had left behind his liquor cup. 


